BOOK    ONE
FAMILY
PRELUDE
A light blanket of snow fresh-fallen over sloping fields, gleaming in the
morning sun. Clusters of pod-topped weeds woven of bronze here and
there sprinkling the spotless expanse of white. Dark sprays of slender
metallic lines,, tipped with quivering dots. Pattern to the eye of the sun,
as the sun spread delicate network of more pattern in blue shadows on the
white beneath.
4 Come, my boy/ said Uncle John to his sister Anna's nine-year-old.
4Come now, and I will show you how to go!'
Taking the boy by the hand he pulled his big hat down over his shock
of gray hair and started straight across and up the sloping fields towards a
point upon which he had fixed his keen blue eyes.
Neither to right nor to left, intent upon his goal, straight forward he
walked—possessed.
But soon the boy caught the play of naked weed against the snow, sharp
shadows laced in blue arabesque beneath. Leaving his mitten in the strong
grasp, he got free.
He ran first left, to gather beads on stems and then beads and tassels on
more stems. Then right, to gather prettier ones. Again—left, to some
darker and more brilliant—and beyond to a low-spreading kind. Farther
on again to tall golden lines tipped with delicate clusters of dark bronze
heads. Eager, trembling, he ran to and fro behind Uncle John, his arms
growing full of 'weeds'.
A long way up the slope, arrived at the point on which he had fixed,
Uncle John turned to look back.
A smile of satisfaction lit the strong Welsh face. His tracks in the snow
were straight as any string could be straight.
The boy came up, arms full, face flushed, glowing.
He looked up at his Uncle—see what he had found!
A stern look came down on him. The lesson was to come. Back there
was the long, straight, mindful, heedless line Uncle John's own feet had
purposefully made. He pointed to it with pride. And there was the waver-
ing, searching, heedful line embroidering the straight one like some free,
engaging vine as it ran back and forth across it. He pointed to that too—
with gentle reproof.
Both stood looking back. The small hand with half-frozen fingers was
again in its mitten in the older, stronger hand; an indulgent, benevolent
smile down now on the shamed young face.
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